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daily prayer for a miracle? Yet is it impertinent to
pray for a miracle? Would it not be rude to the
miracle to pray for less? Our own self eludes. How,
then, can we expect to give away so intermittent a
possession? When we say in all good faith, "I am
yours", do we know that we have become a stranger
created by a stranger's vision?
The tragedy of life does not lie in heights or
depths. Most men and women rise to occasions. We
have been given heroism with which to meet danger,
stoicism with which to meet pain, even occasionally
imagination with which to colour the everyday.
But, in love, how difficult to give something that is
neither passion nor patience, some ultimate essence,
the only contribution worthy of our lovel Our
fumbling quest for intimacy gropes in the dark,
faintly hoping that once accustomed to the half-light
our eyes may learn to see, even though the objects
be uncertain and the shapes dim.
"I know her very well/*
We have heard, we have made that imbecile
remark. It can never be made of anyone we know,
that certainty is accorded to only acquaintances, for
acquaintances we can see as clearly as postcards: blue
skies, white snow, pink roses, green trees. Encroach-
ing intimacy brings strange lights and strange
shadows. The landscape is blurred. What was once
so definite has disappeared, new features emerge